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have caught. The trapper walks over the deep snow with long, regular firm steps, winds his way through the stems of the surrounding trees o/pushes aside the smaller bushes. Though there be no track he goes swiftly forward as sure of his way as if a broad road lay before him. He
AN INDIAN  TRAPPER,  WITH SLEDGE,
moves on for miles examining the newly mado tracks of the animals ; suddenly a noiso attracts Ms attention and a smile passes over his fao<\ for the noise comes from one of his traps, and he knows that something has boon caught. He enters the bushes, finds perhaps a beautiful black fox in the snare, hits it over the noso with